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August xoth, and some important, I returned to Downing Street where
I had an appointment to say good-bye to Sir John
French.

I found him waiting for me on my arrival and we had a
long and memorable conversation. I asked him to give me
any trifle that would remind me to pray for him, and I
gave him a small silver-gilt saint which he put in his
pocket.

I travelled north that night to join my little son on the
Moray Firth. Before leaving for the train I talked to
Henry in his dressing room.

I found him reading " Our Mutual Friend." He told
me he was going to read all the Dickens' novels, as they
removed his thoughts if only for a short time from
Colleagues and Allies, and we went on to discuss his
Cabinet.

In reading my diary to-day, in which I record the
whole of this conversation, I am struck by the insight he
shewed upon that occasion about the men who were
working both for and against us, in and out of the Cabinet,
and could almost wish he had been less patient with some
of the Colleagues he criticised. When I alluded to the
recognised brilliance of two of them, he said:

" I could do with less cleverness : and should feel no
anxiety if I had a few more Crewes and Greys. In public
politics as in private life, character is better than brains,
and loyalty more valuable than either; but/' he added,
" I shall have to work with the material that has been
given to me! Dictatorships generally end in disaster."

I received the following letter forwarded from 10
Downing Street, when I was in Scotland:

"94 LANCASTER GATE, W.

" August xotti, 1914.
" MY DEAR MRS. ASQUITH,

" I have cut the A.D.C. General badges off my
horsecloth and enclose them.   It is the sort of thing